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Then | Guess This Is Goodbye 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


‘You never let me do anything on my own! It's always you and your needs, but what about me? | have needs 
too, | feel just as bad as you do at times! | have a lotta shit at my hands, | can't just cast everything aside. | 
wish | had more time and more stamina, but there's so much going on right now, baby. You never listen to me, 
| can't share shit with you. It wasn't a problem before but, its grown onto me. | just can't take this anymore, 


l'm sorry. But | can't stay: 


There, he'd said the words he'd never thought he'd have to say. Slash didn't know when or even how it'd come 
to the point, but his enduring patience had waned. He didn't have neither the strength to put up with Axl's 
demanding attitude anymore, nor did he have the strength to let himself be controlled anymore. 


‘What did you say..?' Axl stared at the guitarist, emerald eyes widening. ‘You're not fucking serious? You don't 


come close to feeling as goddamn bad as | do, and even if you did, its not like I'm asking you to understand just 


how the fuck | feel. All | want is to know that you're there for me, how the fuck is that being "too demanding 


and too much to handle?" It was clear that the singer didn't fully comprehend what was going on. 


‘tm through with this, William. | can't handle you, because you drag me down. | can't handle us, it hurts too 
bad to try fixing something like this. Its too much for me. I've changed and I'm sorry. | really do wish there 


was another way, Slash replied intently, biting his lower lip, watching his lover narrow his eyes dangerously. 


‘You can't fucking do that to me! You fucking promised me, Saul! Axl snarled, clenching his fists and glaring. 
‘You can't walk away from me! No one fucking walks away from me, | own this goddamn band, | own this 


goddamn house and | fucking own you! 


Slash felt the anger dwell up from within, boiling at the pit of his stomach. ‘| can't? Fucking watch me. It's not 
working out anymore, all we do is fight, and try to avoid each other. All we have is our names, our faces, and 
what we used to be able to show for ourselves. What we created as a pair, we lost years ago! There's nothing 
to our companionship now, and there's nothing to our relationship! We're not a couple or even a duo anymore, 


we're just.. miserable: He averted his eyes from Axl's shocked face. 


‘You're fucking kidding me, the older man responded, but it was evident in his eyes that he already knew Slash 
wasn't. ‘We're not fucking miserable, we have a good life. We love each other, the shit's just a low, it'll pass. 
You'll see, we'll pull through this phase too, the way we always have: But not even Axl himself truly believed 


those words, the evidence was the tears prickling the corners of his glistening eyes. 


‘Look at yourself. You're paler, you have dark circles under your eyes, you're so thin, you hardly even eat 
anymore.. you're not well, William. You need help. You need to see a doctor, maybe even a psychologist. You 


need pills. You need something, anything to get your mind off of the shit you've been through: 


It was true that the singer wasn't what he'd used to be. He'd lost a lot of weight, and on his already small 
frame it showed. He looked tired and worn, and the depression thatd struck him years ago was seemingly 
hitting a new low. His once redgold hair had turned almost blonde from lack of sleep, food and just general 


comfort. 


‘| don't need no help. I'm perfectly fine; the redhead stated coolly, trying to hide his sorrow, but his voice still 


wavering. 
‘You see. You're in denial about everything. If you'd only let somebody help you, l'm sure you could get---' 


‘tm not in goddamn denial!’ Axl abruptly cut him off almost instantly. ‘And I'm sorry if | put too much bloody 
pressure on you because of my disorders! Like | can fucking help them! he lashed out, gesturing with his arms 


and taking a few steps towards Slash. 


Slash sighed, looking down and rolling his eyes subtly. “And then you go and do that. You put the blame on 
something, or someone, else. But this is present, Will. This is happening now. It has to do with who you are now, 


not who you were. Its not because of your disorders, it's because of what you're doing to yourselfl I've tried 


helping you, but you won't let me! 


Finally, the cogs appeared to click inside Axl's head as he realized exactly what it was Slash was saying. ‘| don't 


understand.. 


‘I's pretty easy, really. You're so sorry about everything. You always say you didn't mean to argue, you didn't 
mean to put the blame on me. But it's too late, you still hurt me. And then you burst out crying. God, | fucking 
hate your tears, William! It's almost as if you use them only to control me, almost like you're aware of just 


how fucking uncomfortable and guilty you make me feel whenever you cry! 


‘| fucking don't! Axl hissed, but he knew Slash was right. He had always used his tears as the last way out, 
although not consciously. He couldn't fight his own feelings anymore, and those tears Slash had damned spilled 
out, making rivers down his cheeks and dripping off of his chin. ‘But... | love you, Saul.’ he tried, voice trembling 
and hitching at the back of his throat. 


‘You don't see it for yourself, but it's a hold you have on me: Slash swallowed, closing his eyes. ‘Love is to 
share everything alike. If | comfort you, you comfort me. If | stand up for you, you stand up for me. But with 
you, it's never like that. | give and give and give until all my energy is passed onto you, until | collapse from an 
overdose of your pain, and too much information that | don't really wanna know. Shit | can't handle - burdens 
that aren't mine to bear - and still | lay there, trying to deal with it for you. But you never give anything 
back. All you do is take. Sometimes I. he trailed off for a second, weighing his options of replies. ‘Sometimes, | 
don't think you know what love is..' 


Axl launched out then, taking the few last steps up to Slash in less than a second, pushing him up against the 
wall and pinning him there. ‘How the fuck can you even say that?! | love youl I've said it every day since we 
first met and | do even now; | mean it! I've shared shit with you no body else knows! I've given myself to you 
completely! If that isn't enough for you, I'll show youl What else do you want me to do? Isn't all that | have 
already done for you enough..? What more do you want? | can give you anything! I'll buy you anything you'd 
like! Ill buy you all the guitars you can dream of, new cars, clothes, houses. I'd give myself to you any time 


you like, even if I'm not in the mood! Please, Saul." the singer winced, whimpering. 


Slash had to fight back his own tears by now, swallowing harshly time and time again, locking with Axl's red- 
rimmed orbs. ‘If that's the way you love.. William, material things... all | really want is you, the way you used to 
be, the way our relationship used to be. But if this is all our love has come down to, then I'm not strong 


enough to be loved that way.. l'm so sorry! 


Axl backed away, turning his back to Slash and folding his arms across his chest, exhaling heavily and dropping 
the act completely. He wasn't strong enough to keep his facade up, and the sobs escaping his lips were multiply 
amplified. ‘In the end, you're just like everybody else, aren't you. You think you know me and you say you'll 
always put up for me. Then you get to see who | really am, and you can't handle that. You cant stand the fact 
that l'm not all sweet and cuddly and adorable. I'm not whole, Saul, I'm broken. A lot has been taken from me. 
But no body ever sees that, everybody just expects me to keep it together and shut the fuck up. But you 
know what? It fucking hurts.’ 


‘| know it hurts, but | don't think this is the real you, Will. | don't think the real you is broken and unwholesome, 
| think he's hiding somewhere beneath the surface of pain and memories. He used to break through a lot, and | 
loved that guy. | still do, and | would give anything to be able to bring him out again, to have him here with 
me. But | don't think the real you has been around for a long, long time. 


The redhead was shaking violently, digging his nails into his own upper-arms, trying to control himself. But all 
he'd ever believed in was falling apart. Eleven years of waking up and falling asleep to the feeling of love and 
belonging was being ripped right out of his chest, leaving a gaping wound. The realization that there would be 
no future for him and his beloved Slash was unfathomable, the thought seemed almost irrational. The world he 
had built up was being burned down to the foundations. ‘You can't do this to me! You're robbing me of all | 
ever put my faith in, all | ever wanted and all you ever promised me, Saul.. you're taking everything away 


from me..' 


‘But what about me? Am | supposed to go through being miserable myself, just so you can make it another 
day? Am | supposed to suffer just so you can stay clear of whatever only other way out you think you see? 
Don't you think | feel robbed, too? Do you even know how selfish that is of you, to demand so much of me, to 
think this doesn't hurt me too? 


‘But | can't live without youl I'll die. | swear, I'll die! Axl knew he could die, he knew that without Slash to help 


him ride this storm out, there was the risk that there wouldn't be another day for him to wake up and face. 


‘You won't. | know you won't, you're stronger than that. You'll pull through, and you'll come out on top of it. 
Like you always do. Remember? You told me that a long time ago, that losses make you stronger. And | believe 
in you, Slash said, walking up to Axl and taking him in his arms. The singer turned around almost immediately, 
larking his arms tightly around the younger man's waist, clinging to him and gripping tightly at the fabric of 
his shirt. 


"You know I'm not. You know | can't live without you, you know what | may end up doing to myself... he tried 
for the last time, although he knew it was no use. It was too late, Slash was decided and whatever the redhead 
set against it, he couldn't change his mind. 


‘If that's the case, the problem's not mine to deal with anymore, Will. Hs yours, and yours alone. l'm not a part 
of your world anymore. You have to learn to stand on your own and | know you can. You will, the guitarist 
whispered in a feeble attempt to comfort the other man, but he knew it would be in vain as the smaller man 


buried his face against the hollow of his neck. 


‘Why?! asked Axl after what felt like an eternity of silence. His voice was barely above a whisper, hoarse, 


strained and thick with tears. 
‘Why what?" 


The vocalist swallowed, then leaned his head back to meet his ex-lover's chocolate irises, maybe for the last 


time. Most definitely for the last time. ‘Why did you stop loving me? Why didn't you tell me..? We could have 
solved this... 


‘tm still loving you. But it's not enough. I'm sorry. But | just can't! And with that, the guitarist turned from 


Axl. Not another word was spoken as he collected a few of his things and went to open the door. 
‘Saull Axl cried suddenly, ‘if you walk out that door, we have nothing more to say to each other! 


‘Then | guess this is goodbye, said Slash finally as he closed the door behind himself. 


